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Peaceful evening has come and I pause by the shore of the sea; 

From the thrall of my master Apollo at last I am free, 

And I put down my mask that the winds may bring solace to me. 

Thalia my sister is far in the fields and plainly I hear 

Her laughter that mocks my own life, my life that is lone and drear, 

For gods and mortals abide me not but flee from me in fear. 

My days are joyless and sad as the heart-breaking winter rain 

When meadows are flowerless and bleak, and the gray sea sobs in vain, 

Sobs and cries like hope in my heart that breaks on the shore of pain. 

What of love? What of life? What is life that a love makes it great? 
Show me love that is flushed with its victory, a conqueror elate, — 
It is frail as the mist 1 It is only the shadow of Hate! 

I have counted dead loves as Urania has counted her stars ; 

I measure men's lives by records writ down on their hearts in scars, 

For the very. hours are foemen who hasten in battle-cars.. 

My voice can be soft as a dove's, or fierce as the roar 

Of the wave that ceaselessly washes some lonely caverned shore 

In the West, where the golden fruit is hidden forevermore. 

Not a trace of my secrets Mnemosyne and Klio afford, 

And I scorn all the knowledge that they with their treasures have stored ; 

Who seeks mine I repel, I repel by my mask and my sword. 

And my eyes are dull and hard; they are speechless and cold as stone- 
Hard and cold as sky-kissed peaks that only strong eagles have known — 
They shine with a fitful lightning glare, mirrored from Zeus's throne. 

And what if my soul forever on empty longings shall feed? 

Thus was the law first Written, and thus is the future decreed; 

The truth is spoken from lips and eyes that all the world may heed. 

Tears— or spray?— on my cheek!— But Apollo is calling afar. 

I must leave the sad waters to moan out their grief on the bar. 

Once again I am called— I must follow Night's beckoning star 1 
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